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SCENE— Miss  Deborah’s  Drawing-Room. 

Enter  Deborah. 

Deb.  Priscilla  not  come  yet  !  She  never  was  punctual, 
was  Priscilla.  She  is  a  dear,  good  creature,  but  she  has 
many  faults.  Ah,  here  she  is,  at  last  ! 

Enter  Priscilla  ;  an  affectionate  meeting , 

Pris.  I  am  afraid  1  am  late,  Deborah. 

Deb.  Not  at  all,  not  at  all.  I  was  only  just  saying  to 
myself  “  How  punctual  Priscilla  always  is.” 

Pris.  Well  I  thought  I  should  be  late  because  I  met  that 
ridiculously  vain  person,  Sarah  Brown,  and  she  would  stop 
to  speak.  I  know  it  was  because  she  wanted  me  to  admire 
a  new  dress  that  she  had  on  ;  but,  of  course,  I  did  nothing 
of  the  sort;  I  should  not  think  of  encouraging  such  vanity. 
How  do  you  like  my  new  bonnet,  Deborah?  (Priscilla 
gets  up ,  and  turns  slowly  round  for  Deborah  to  inspect  it) 

Deb.  My  dear  Priscilla,  I  do  not  wish  to  be  unkind,  but 
I  do  not  consider  it  suitable  for  your  age.  Tt  is  too 
jaunty.  ^ 

Pris.  Well,  Deborah,  I  think  it  right  to  keep  young 
as  long  as  one  can.  When  I  get  to  your  age,  it  will  bo 
different. 

Deb.  My  age,  indeed  !  I  would  not  be  spiteful  if  I  were 
you,  Priscilla. 

Pris.  I  would  not  lose  my  temper  if  I  were  you, 
Deborah. 

Deb.  I  think  something  must  have  happened  to  upset 
you,  Priscilla. 

Pris.  Yes,  something  has  happened  to  upset  me.  I  am 
in  very  great  trouble,  and  you  show  me  no  sympathy. 

Deb.  Let  me  know  what  it  is,  Priscilla,  and  then 
perhaps  I  shall  be  able  to  overlook  your  uncalled  for 
remarks. 

Pris.  Oh,  Deborah,  it’s  my  sweet  Popsey-Wopsey.  He’s 
got  such  a  bad  cold,  poor  darling. 

Deb.  Your  cat,  Priscilla !  Are  you  not  ashamed  to 
speak  of  a  four-legged  animal  as  though  it  were  a  human 
being  ? 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONAE. 


Miss  Deborah  Oldfield — (an  Old  Maid )  . 

Miss  Priscilla  Blandish — (another  Old  Maid) . 

Mrs.  Harry  Oldfield — (Young  Wife  of  Miss  Deborah's 

Nephew)  . 

Carlotta — (Italian  Beggar  Girl)  . 

An  Italian  Woman — (Carlotta  s  Mother)  . 

Martha — (Miss  Deborah’s  Old  Servant)  . 

Rebecca — (Mrs.  Oldfield’s  Maid)  . 
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SCENE — Miss  Deborah’s  Drawing-Room. 

Enter  Deborah. 

Deb.  Priscilla  not  come  yet  !  She  never  was  punctual, 
was  Priscilla.  She  is  a  dear,  good  creature,  but  she  has 
many  faults.  Ah,  here  she  is,  at  last  ! 

Enter  Priscilla  ;  an  affectionate  meeting . 

Pris.  I  am  afraid  I  am  late,  Deborah. 

Deb.  Not  at  all,  not  at  all.  I  was  only  just  saying  to 
myself  “  How  punctual  Priscilla  always  is.” 

Pris.  Well  I  thought  I  should  be  late  because  I  met  that 
ridiculously  vain  person,  Sarah  Brown,  and  she  would  stop 
to  speak.  I  know  it  was  because  she  wanted  me  to  admire 
a  new  dress  that  she  had  on  ;  but,  of  course,  I  did  nothing 
of  the  sort;  I  should  not  think  of  encouraging  such  vanity. 
How  do  you  like  my  new  bonnet,  Deborah  ?  (Priscilla 
gets  up,  and  turns  slowly  round  for  Deborah  to  inspect  it) 

Deb.  My  dear  Priscilla,  I  do  not  wish  to  be  unkind,  but 
I  do  not  consider  it  suitable  for  your  age.  It  is  too 
jaunty.  ~  sj 

Pris.  Well,  Deborah,  I  think  it  right  to  keep  young 
as  long  as  one  can.  When  I  get  to  your  age,  it  will  be 
different. 

Deb.  My  age,  indeed  !  I  would  not  be  spiteful  if  I  were 
you,  Priscilla. 

Pris.  I  would  not  lose  my  temper  if  I  were  you, 
Deborah. 

Deb.  I  think  something  must  have  happened  to  upset 
you,  Priscilla. 

Pris.  Yes,  something  has  happened  to  upset  me.  I  am 
in  very  great  trouble,  and  you  show  me  no  sympathy. 

Deb.  Let  me  know  what  it  is,  Priscilla,  and  then 
perhaps  I  shall  be  able  to  overlook  your  uncalled  for 
remarks. 

Pris.  Oh,  Deborah,  it’s  my  sweet  Popsey-Wopsey.  He’s 
got  such  a  bad  cold,  poor  darling. 

Deb.  Your  cat ,  Priscilla  !  Are  you  not  ashamed  to 
speak  of  a  four-legged  animal  as  though  it  were  a  human 
being  ? 
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Pris.  Deborah,  my  sweet  Popsey  is  dearer  to  me  than 
any  human  being. 

£)eb.  More  shame  to  you,  Priscilla.  I  call  it  impious. 

Pris.  I  thought  you  were  very  fond  of  your  pug, 
Deborah  ? 

Deb.  Pray,  Priscilla,  do  not  compare  your  cat  with  my 
beautiful  Tootsie  ! 

Pris.  I  should  not  think  of  doing  so,  Deborah.  My 
Popsey  is  infinitely  superior  to  your  pug.  I  can’t  bear 
dogs  ! 

Deb.  I  wonder  at  your  language,  Priscilla.  So  very 
vehement  and  uncalled  for.  Now  I  must  own  that  I 
dislike  cats,  but  I  can  speak  of  them  with  moderation. 
But,  then,  poor  thing,  you  have  nothing  but  your  cat  to 
care  for,  whereas  /  have  my  nephew. 

Pris.  {aside)  I  was  quite  sure  that  I  should  soon  have 
that  nephew  thrown  at  my  head.  How  tired  I  am  of  him  ! 
{aloud)  Where  is  your  dear  nephew  now,  Deborah  ? 

Deb.  My  nephew  is  in  Italy,  where  he  has  gone  for  the 
improvement  of  his  mind,  and  for  the  study  of  Art.  I  am 
sure  that  he  is  making  good  use  of  his  time,  and  will 
return  greatly  benefited. 

Pris.  Well,  Deborah,  I  hope  you  won’t  be  disappointed, 
but  I  think  it  is  a  mistake  to  let  young  men  go  alone  to 
foreign  lands.  There  is  no  knowing  what  bad  companions 
they  may  meet. 

Deb.  1  am  not  afraid  of  my  nephew  ;  he  knows  his  duty 
to  me  too  well  to  get  into  mischief. 

Pris.  Well,  Deborah,  as  I  said  before,  I  hope  you  are 
right,  but  I  have  my  doubts. 

Enter  Martha  with  a  letter. 

Mar.  Here’s  a  letter,  ma’am,  from  Master  Harry. 

Deb.  Martha,  I  have  told  you  many  times  not  to  call  my 
nephew  “  Master  Harry,’’  but  “  Mr.  Oldfield.” 

Mar.  Yes,  ma’am  ;  but  considering  as  I  nursed  him 
when  he  was  a  babv,  it  comes  more  natural  to  sav  “  Master 
Harry.” 

Deborah  begins  to  open  the  letter ,  but  finds  that 
Martha  is  stopping  in  the  room. 

Deb.  Martha,  why  are  you  staying  ? 

Mar.  Well,  ma’am,  it’s  natural  I  should  want  to  know 
how  Master  Harry  is  getting  on  in  them  foreign  parts, 
considerin’  as  I  nursed - 

Peb.  That  will  do,  Martha  ;  1  do  not  wish  to  hear  any 
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more.  Leave  the  room  at  once.  You  are  becoming*  too 
familiar. 

Mar.  Very  well,  ma’am,  but  I’m  not  made  of  sticks  and 
stones,  and  I  have  feelin’s  like  other  folks,  {exit  Martha) 

Pris.  Have  you  really  heard  from  your  dear  nephew, 
Deborah?  You  must  let  me  know  how  he  is.  I  have 
always  envied  you  your  nephew. 

Deb.  Yes,  Priscilla,  I  am  sure  you  must  have  done  so. 
I,  on  the  other  hand,  have  always  pitied  you  for  having 
only  your  cat  to  lavish  your  affections  upon.  But  as  you 
feel  such  an  interest  in  my  nephew,  I  will  read  his  letter  to 
you,  and  I  am  sure  we  shall  find  it  both  edifying  and 
instructive,  {she  puts  on  her  glasses  and  begins  to  read) 

“  My  dear  Aunt  Deborah — I  am  sure  the  news  that  this 
letter  contains  will  cause  you  much  astonishment.  I  am 
only  sorry  that  1  could  not  let  you  know  before  the  event 

took  place” - Event ,  event!  What  event  does  he  mean, 

I  wonder  ?  Surely  those  Italians  have  not  been  making 
him  a  pope.  He  knows  that  I  would  never  give  my 
consent  to  that. 

Pris.  Go  on  reading,  Deborah,  and  perhaps  we  shall 
find  out. 

Deb.  {reading)  “  More  especially  am  1  sorry  that  your 
presence  could  not  grace  the  ceremony.”  They  must  have 
made  him  a  pope,  and  I  am  very  annoyed  that  he  should 
have  allowed  it. 

Pris.  Go  on,  Deborah. 

Deb.  {reading)  “The  fact  is,  my  dear  Aunt,  I  am 
married.”  {she  shrieks)  Married!  Priscilla,  he  says  he  is 
married  ! 

Pris.  So  I  hear,  Deborah.  My  cat  never  did  that. 

Deb.  {reading)  “  When  once  you  see  my  wife  I  am  sure 
you  will  forgive  me.”  {vehemently)  No,  never,  I  will  neVer 
forgive  him. 

Pris.  You  should  never  have  let  him  go,  Deborah.  I 
told  you  how  it  would  be.  It  is  no  more  than  I  expected. 
But  is  that  all  he  says  ? 

Deb.  {continues)  “  Some  important  business  compels 
me  to  go  into  a  part  of  the  country  where  I  cannot  take 
my  wife,  and  as  I  do  not  like  to  leave  her  alone  I  am 
sending  her  home  to  you  to  take  care  of  until  I  can  join 
her.  She  will  be  accompanied  by  her  maid,  a  highly 
respectable  and  trustworthy  woman.  I  know  you  will 
give  her  a  warm  welcome.”  Shall  I,  indeed?  Depend 
upon  it  she  discovered  that  he  had  a  rich  aunt ;  but  not 
one  penny  of  my  money  will  she  get. 

Pris.  Does  he  say  when  she  is  coming? 
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Deb.  ( refers  to  tetter )  Why,  Priscilla,  he  actually  says 
the  20th,  and  the  20th  is  to-day.  She  may  arrive  at  any 
moment.  What  am  I  to  do  ? 

Pris.  I  am  sure  I  do  not  know.  I  am  very  sorry  for 
you,  Deborah  ;  but  I  always  did  say  that  that  nephew  of 
yours  would  be  a  trouble  to  you. 

Deb.  I  shall  be  obliged  to  take  the  girl  in  until  my 
nephew  comes  home  ;  and  then  I  shall  send  them  both 
away  at  once,  and  they  shall  never  enter  this  house  again. 

( rings  the  bell) 

Enter  Martha. 

Deb.  Martha,  get  the  best  bedroom  ready  as  soon  as 
possible.  I  am  expecting  Mrs.  Oldfield. 

Mar.  ( with  uplifted  hands )  Who,  ma’am  ? 

Deb.  I  repeat,  Martha,  Mrs.  Oldfield.  Mrs.  Harry 
Oldfield.  My  nephew’s  wife. 

Mar.  Lor  !  ma’am,  you  don’t  mean  to  say  as  Master 
Harry  has  been  and  gone  and  got  married. 

Deb.  Mr.  Oldfield  is  married,  Martha,  and  I  do  not 
wish  to  hear  any  comments  on  the  subject. 

Mar.  Considering  as  I  nursed  Master  Harry  when  he 
was  a  baby,  and  considering  as  Pm  flesh  and  blood  and 
has  feelings,  may  I  be  so  bold  as  to  ask  who  it  is  as 
Master  Harry  has  married  ? 

Deb.  He  has  married  a  lady  whom  he  has  met  in  Italy. 

Mar.  Lor !  ma’am,  you  don’t  mean  to  say  as  he’s 
married  one  of  them  Italians.  And  will  she  bring  her 
hurdy-gurdy  thing  with  her  ? 

Deb.  I  really  don’t  know  what  you  mean.  I  have  no 
reason  to  suppose  that  she  possesses  a  hurdy-gurdy. 

Mar.  Bless  you,  ma’am,  they  all  have  ’em  ;  at  least,  I 
have  never  seen  an  Italian  without  one,  or  else  a  tam¬ 
bourine  and  a  monkey  too,  many  of  them.  And  if  she’s 
one  of  them  as  has  a  monkey,  I  don’t  know  where  it’s 
going,  for  I  ain’t  a-going  to  have  it  in  my  kitchen. 

Deb.  Martha,  if  Mrs.  Oldfieid  does  bring  a  monkey  or  a 
hurdy-gurdy,  or  a  dancing  bear  even,  it  will  go  where  I 
choose.  Now  go  and  prepare  her  room,  {exit  Martha) 

Deb.  Priscilla,  you  must  not  leave  me.  You  must  stay 
and  support  me.  for  my  nerves  are  completely  shattered. 

Pris.  Well,  Deborah,  I  only  hope  that  they  won’t  be 
more  shattered  when  you  actually  see  her,  but  I  should 
certainly  be  prepared  for  the  worst.  Take  another  cup 
of  tea  and  a  muffin.  There  is  nothing  like  a  muffin  for 
reviving  one. 

Deb.  Yes,  I  think  I  will. 
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Enter  Martha. 

Mar.  Please,  ma’am.  Master  Harry’s  wife  has  arrived. 
I  was  looking  out  of  the  window  and  I  saw  her  coming 
down  the  road,  looking  for  the  house,  so  I  brought  her  in. 

Deb.  Martha,  you  are  not  to  say  Master  Harry’s  wile. 
You  are  to  call  her  Mrs.  Oldfield. 

Mar.  Mrs.  Oldfield,  indeed,  and  a  nice  Mrs.  Oldfield 
she  is  too,  with  her  concertina  and  fal-lals  and  things  ! 

Deb.  I  suppose  you  are  referring  to  her  luggage, 
Martha.  I  was  afraid  she  would  bring  a  great  deal. 

Pris.  Depend  upon  it  she  will  crowd  your  house  out, 
Deborah. 

Mar.  You  need  not  worry  yourself  on  that  score,  ma’am. 
She  don’t  seem  to  have  brought  nothing  but  what  she 
can  carry. 

Deb.  Vou  don’t  surely  mean  that  she  has  no  luggage. 

Mar.  Nothing  but  her  concertina,  ma’am. 

Deb.  What  can  she  want  with  a  concertina? 

Mar.  They  are  generally  used  for  playing  on,  ma’am. 

Deb.  She  shall  certainly  not  play  on  it  in  my  house. 
Put  where  have  you  left  Mrs.  Oldfield  and  her  maid? 

Mar.  There  isn’t  no  maid  as  far  as  I  can  see,  and  I  left 
Mrs.  Oldfield  in  the  passage. 

Deb.  In  the  passage !  The  idea  of  leaving  Mrs. 
Oldfield  in  the  passage.  Show  her  up  at  once. 

Mar.  Certainly,  ma’am,  if  you  wish  it,  but  I  didn’t 
think  as  she  was  fit  company  for  the  parlour.  ( exit 
Martha) 

Deb.  What  can  the  woman  mean,  Priscilla?  And 
where  can  her  maid  and  her  luggage  be  ? 

Pris.  That  is  more  than  I  can  say,  Deborah.  I  should 
not  be  at  all  surprised  if  she  is  expecting  you  to  buy  her 
trousseau.  I  only  hope  your  nephew  has  not  married 
some  low  Italian  girl.  I  don’t  want  to  alarm  you, 
Deborah,  but  I  am  very  much  afraid  that  he  has. 

Deb.  Priscilla,  I  shall  be  glad  if  you  will  kindly  not 
suggest  such  a  thing  as  that.  My  nephew  knows  his  duty 
to  me  too  well.  But  hark  !  I  hear  her  coming  upstairs. 

I  feel  all  of  a  tremble.  Priscilla,  I  shall  never  survive. 

Pris.  No,  Deborah,  I  am  afraid  you  will  not. 

Door  opens.  Martha  amiounces  ninth  much  ceremony — 

“  Mrs.  Oldfield.” 

Enter  Italian  Beggar  Girl. 

Deb.  ( collapsing'  into  a  chair)  Priscilla,  my  smelling 
bottle  ! 

The  Girl  advances  into  the  room  and  begins  to  play. 
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Deb.  ( rousing  herself )  Priscilla,  she  is  actually  begin¬ 
ning  to  play  that  thing.  I  must  stop  it  at  once.  I  must 
overcome  this  weakness  and  be  firm,  (she  advances 
majestically  towards  the  girl)  Stop  playing  at  once.  I 
cannot  allow  such  a  thing  as  that  in  my  house. 

Girl.  Give  me  penny,  pretty  lady,  one  penny. 

Deb.  (horrified)  She  is  actually  asking  me  for  money 
already.  Oh,  I  will  never  forgive  my  nephew  ! 

Pris.  What  else  can  one  expect  if  one  has  nephews. 
Take-  my  word  for  it,  Deborah,  a  cat  is  a  much  safer 
animal  to  possess.  A  nephew  and  a  dog  are  both  alike. 
You  are  never  sure  that  they  are  not  going  to  bite. 

Girl.  Give  me  penny,  pretty  lady. 

Deb.  Certainly  I  shall  not.  It  is  very  rude  to  ask  for 
money.  Now,  sit  down,  for  I  have  much  to  say  to  you. 
(she  waves  the  girl  to  a  chair)  First  of  all,  do  you  speak 
English? 

Girl.  I  speak  a  leetle  English,  lady.  I  will  sing  you 
one  leetle  English  song. 

Deb.  You  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort.  Now  just  attend 
to  me.  What  is  your  name  ? 

Girl.  Carlotta,  lady. 

Deb.  That  is  evidently  the  Italian  for  Charlotte.  I  shall 
certainly  call  her  Charlotte.  Now,  Charlotte,  when  did 
you  first  meet  my  nephew  ? 

Girl.  No  understand,  lady. 

Deb.  She  does  not  understand.  Dear  me,  what  am  I 
to  do  ?  (in  a  very  loud  tone)  I  said  “  nephew,”  Charlotte, 
nephew.  You  know  what  nephew  is  ? 

Girl.  Yes,  lady,  I  got  nephew,  a  little  bambino. 

Deb.  I  wish  to  hear  about  my  nephew,  not  yours. 

Girl.  I  not  know  ladj^’s  nephew. 

Deb.  Not  know  him.  Priscilla,  she  says  she  does  not 
know  him. 

Pris.  Perhaps  she  does  not  know  that  he  is  your 
nephew.  Very  likely  he  has  never  mentioned  you  to  her. 

Deb.  Priscilla,  I  will  not  believe  it.  He  knows  his  duty 
to  me  too  well  not  to  mention  me  to  everyone  he  meets. 
Charlotte,  you  have  heard  my  nephew  speak  of  his  Aunt 
Deborah?  I  am  his  Aunt  Deborah. 

Girl.  I  not  know  Aunta  Deboria. 

Pris.  Nephews  sometimes  forget  their  duty,  Deborah. 

Deb.  Priscilla,  this  has  quite  determined  me.  I  will 
never  forgive  my  nephew. 

Carlotta  gets  up  and  goes  towards  door. 

Deb.  Charlotte,  where  are  you  going  ? 
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Girl.  You  not  give  me  penny,  I  go. 

Deb.  Come  here,  Charlotte.  Why  do  you  want  a 
penny  ? 

Girl.  I  buy  food,  lady.  I  hungry. 

Pris.  I  should  give  her  some  food  if  I  were  you, 
Deborah. 

Deb.  You  need  not  tell  me  what  I  should  do.  I  shall 
do  my  duty  to  her,  no  matter  how  my  nephew  may  have 
neglected  his  duty  to  me.  I  wonder  if  she  likes  tea,  or 
what  it  is  she  likes. 

Pris.  I  expect  it’s  macaroni.  1  have  always  heard 
that  macaroni  is  the  food  of  the  Italian.  I  know  I  have 
heard,  too,  of  Macaroni  Italian.  Do  you  like  Macaroni 
Itali an,  Carlotta? 

Girl.  Macaroni  ?  Yes,  lady. 

Deb.  Martha  shall  cook  some  at  once,  (rings  bell) 

Enter  Martha. 

Deb.  Martha,  cook  as  quickly  as  possible  some 
Macaroni  Italian  for  Mrs.  Oldfield. 

Mar.  Yes,  ma’am,  but  considering  as  I  don’t  know 
what  macaroni  tilly  ann  may  be,  perhaps  Mrs.  Oldfield 
will  come  and  show  me  how  to  do  it. 

Deb.  She  will  do  no  such  thing,  Martha.  Go  at  once 
and  cook  some  and  do  not  discuss  the  subject,  (exit 
Martha) 

Girl.  I  go,  lady.  You  not  give  me  money,  I  go  to  find 
mother.  Mother  angry  if  she  not  find  me. 

Deb.  Priscilla,  do  you  hear  what  she  says  ?  She  must 
have  married  without  her  mother’s  consent.  Charlotte, 
you  cannot  go  to  your  mother.  If  you  were  naughty 
enough  to  run  away  from  her,  you  must  be  punished  bv 
not  being  able  to  see  her. 

Enter  Martha. 

Mar.  Mrs.  Oldfield's  maid  has  arrived.  I  found  her 
wandering  about  outside,  and  she  said  she  was  looking  for 
her  girl.  A  nice  looking  old  party  she  is  too.  I  had 
sooner  have  a  monkey  than  her  sharing  my  kitchen. 

Deb.  Show  her  up,  Martha.  I  am  anxious  to  speak  to 
her.  (exit  Martha.)  Oh,  Priscilla,  I  know  another  shock 
is  awaiting  me  ;  but  I  am  prepared. 

Enter  Old  Italian  Woman. 

Girl,  (joyfully)  Ah,  mother,  you  found  me  ! 

Deb.  Priscilla,  did  you  hear  ?  She  called  her  mother, 
and  my  nephew  said  she  was  her  maid.  How  he  has 
deceived  me. 
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Pris.  Yes,  Deborah,  you  have  cherished  a  snake,  and 
the  time  has  come  for  it  to  bite. 

Deb.  I  beg-  to  inform  you,  Priscilla,  that  my  nephew 
is  not  a  snake,  and  I  would  not  become  abusive  it  I 
were  you. 

Pris.  Oh,  very  well,  Deborah  !  Of  course,  if  you  are 
satisfied  with  your  new  relations,  I  have  nothing'  more  to 
say.  I  am  only  glad  they  are  not  mine. 

Old  W.  {fawningly )  Has  Carlotta  sung  the  pretty  ladies 
a  song  ? 

Deb.  No,  she  has  not ;  and  while  she  is  here  she  will 
not  sing. 

Girl.  Lady  cross  and  ugly.  She  not  let  me  sing,  and 
give  me  no  money. 

Old  W.  Zitto,  Carlotta  !  Pretty  lady  kind  to  poor  old 
woman.  She  give  her  money. 

Deb.  Priscilla,  they  are  both  in  league  together  to  get 
my  money.  I  will  not  give  you  any  money,  and  I  shall  be 
very  angry  if  you  ask  again. 

Old.  W.  Pah  !  You  ugly  old  woman.  Come,  Carlotta. 

Enter  Martha,  all  in  a  flurry . 

Mar.  Oh,  ma’am  !  Oh,  ma’am  ! 

Deb.  What  is  the  matter,  Martha  ? 

Mar.  O,  ma’am,  I  don’t  know  whether  I’m  on  my  head 
or  my  heels.  There’s  another  now  who’s  come  and  says 
as  she’s  Master  Harry’s  wife,  and  she  isn’t  no  Italian 
at  all. 

Deb.  What  is  the  woman  talking  about  ?  Be  calm  and 
explain  yourself. 

Mar.  I’m  calm  enough,  but  it  isn’t  me  as  wants  to  be 
explained,  it’s  them  two  downstairs.  It’s  all  along  of  your 
saying  as  Master  Harry  had  married  an  Italian,  and  when 
I  see  that  girl  coming  near  the  house,  of  course  1  thought 
as  it  was  her  ;  and  now  she  herself  has  turned  up,  and 
her  maid  with  her,  all  as  decent  and  proper  as  can  be. 

Deb.  Show  her  up,  Martha,  I  am  prepared  now  for  any 
catastrophe. 

Exit  Martha.  In  the  meanwhile  the  Old  Woman 
has  popped  the  cake,  muffins ,  and  teaspoons  in  her 
bag,  and  has  gone  away  with  the  Girl  unnoticed 
by  the  others. 

Pris.  Here’s  a  pretty  state  of  affairs.  I  wonder  how 
many  more  are  going  to  turn  up. 

Deb.  I  am  quite  resigned. 
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Pris.  (discovering  the  Italians  are  gone)  Why,  Deborah, 
that  dreadful  old  woman  has  gone,  and  so  has  the  girl. 
I  am  sure  they  were  thieves. 

Deb.  I  have  no  doubt  they  were. 

Pris.  ( looks  round  the  room )  Why,  yes,  Deborah,  they 
have  taken  your  teaspoons  —  and  the  cake — and  the 
muffins. 

Deb.  ( calmly )  Have  they  really  ? 

Pris.  You  don’t  mean  to  say  that  you  can  take  it  as 
calmly  as  that  ? 

Deb.  Priscilla,  do  you  think  that  in  this  shattered  condi¬ 
tion  I  can  last  long?  What  further  need,  then,  can  1  have 
for  teaspoons  and  muffins  ? 

Pris.  Indeed,  Deborah,  you  must  be  very  bad. 

Enter  Mrs.  Oldfield  and  Maid  with  Martha. 

Mrs.  O.  Which  is  Miss  Oldfield  ?  Which  is  dear  Aunt 
Deborah  ? 

Deb.  (stiffly)  I  am  certainly  Miss  Oldfield  ;  but  I  am  not 
at  all  certain  that  I  am  dear  Aunt  Deborah. 

Mrs.  O.  Oh,  are  you  angry  with  me  for  marrying 
Harry?  I  could  not  help  it,  I  really  could  not. 

Deb.  I  should  very  much  like  to  know  who  you 
really  are  ? 

Mrs.  O.  Surely  Harry  wrote  to  you  about  me. 

Deb.  He  certainly  wrote  me  a  letter  which,  not  being 
sufficiently  explicit,  has  caused  me  several  severe  shocks, 
and  has  placed  me  in  an  awkward  predicament. 

Rebec.  If  you  please,  ma’am,  1  promised  Mr.  Oldfield 
that  I  would  take  great  care  of  my  young  mistress,  and  if 
you  don’t  want  her,  I’ll  take  her  to  them  as  do. 

Mrs.  O.  Oh,  hush,  Rebecca.  I  know  Aunt  Deborah 
will  forgive  me  and  take  me  in. 

Pris.  (severely)  It  is  more  than  you  deserve  if  she  does 
after  the  injury  you  have  done  her. 

Rebec,  (to  Priscilla)  If  you  please,  ma’am,  my  mistress 
has  never  injured  nobody,  and  I  won’t  stand  by  and  hear 
her  spoke  to  like  that. 

Pris.  You  are  a  very  impudent  woman,  and  must  be 
taught  your  place.  Your  mistress  has  injured  this  poor 
lady  by  marrying  her  nephew,  and  she  will  never  forgive 
them. 

Deb.  Allow  me  to  say  a  word  on  that  subject,  Priscilla. 

I  have  every  reason  to  believe  that  I  shall  forgive  them. 

M  rs.  O.  (putting  her  arm  round  her)  Oh,  yes,  1  am 
sure  you  will,  or  if  you  cannot  forgive  us  both,  you  must 
forgive  Harry,  for  he  loves  you  so. 
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Deb.  So  he  told  you  about  me,  did  he  ? 

Mrs.  O.  He  could  talk  of  no  one  else. 

Deb.  And  he  loves  me,  does  he  ? 

Mrs.  O.  There  is  no  one  he  loves  like  you,  and  he 
wants  you  so  to  love  me. 

Deb.  I  am  very  much  inclined  to  think  that  I  shall. 

Pris.  (aside)  How  weak  poor  Deborah  is  !  How  soon 
she  has  turned  round. 

Deb.  Why  did  my  nephew  not  tell  me  straight  out  that 
he  had  married  an  English  girl  instead  of  some  dreadful 
Italian  ? 

Mrs.  O.  Oh,  Aunt  Deborah,  did  you  think  I  should  be 
an  Italian? 

Deb.  I  certainly  thought  you  would  be,  and  I  was 
exceedingly  annoyed  with  Harry,  and  when  the  girl 
appeared  I  was  more  than  annoyed,  1  was  angry. 

Mar.  It  was  all  a  mistake,  my  dear,  if  you  will  excuse 
my  calling  you  so,  only  considerin’  as  I  nursed  Master 
Harry  when  he  was  a  baby  it  come  natural.  And  being 
told  as  he  had  married  an  Italian,  of  course  1  took  that 
beggar  girl  to  be  his  wife.  But  it’s  all  come  right,  and 
I’m  sure,  ma’am  (to  the  Maid)  I’m  very  pleased  to  offer 
you  a  share  of  my  kitchen. 

Mrs.  O.  And  what  has  become  of  the  girl  ? 

Deb.  She  has  made  off,  my  dear,  and  taken  my  tea¬ 
spoons  with  her. 

Mrs.  O.  Never  mind,  Aunty,  I  have  brought  you  some 
beautiful  ones  right  from  Italy.  You  are  not  angry  now 
are  you,  Aunt  Deborah  ? 

Deb.  Nof  my  dear,  it  is  wrong  to  nourish  anger;  and 
in  fact  1  do  not  think  Harry  could  have  done  better  even 
if  he  had  waited  to  ask  my  advice. 

Pris.  I  think  it  is  time  I  returned  to  my  cat. 

Deb.  No,  Priscilla,  I  cannot  let  you  go  yet.  You  have 
nobly  supported  me  during  a  very  trying  lime,  so  let  us 
have  another  cup  of  tea  and  congratulate  each  other  upon 
this  happy  termination  to  an  afternoon  of  “  Cross 
Purposes.” 
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